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it was necessary to send the ship across with all the speed its engines
could muster through the snow. Moreover, it had to stop almost
instantly on the other side. There was always danger of the crevasse
opening wider and destroying our bridge, so we could spare no
time to remove ice blocks and level a coasting runway ahead.
Riiser-Larsen took the N 25 across the bridges alone, the rest of
us holding lines attached to the tail, ready to dig in our heels and
brake when the ship was over. Thus we negotiated both safely, and
before supper-time on June 8 our plane stood at last on the lip of
the big cake.
I have neglected to mention that this floe was south of the
original position of the N 25 in the frozen lead. Therefore, the
plane rested at the northern end of our proposed runway. This
was favourable for the take-off, since the wind still continued to
blow from the south. Riiser-Larsen had never lost belief in the
essential ability of the seaplane to rise from snow. The wind blow-
ing rather briskly that afternoon, he wanted to give it the chance
then and there. I think none of us had much confidence, but we
agreed. God knows, nobody wanted to stay there a moment longer
than we had to.
We went over the course with our chopping implements, knock-
ing off the heads of such ice-lumps that projected through the
snow. Then we went back to the plane and once more took our
places. It was no use. The wind had died down, and the engines
could hardly drag the hull through the sodden drifts. We merely
bumped across the cake to the southern edge, stopping abruptly
beside another lead when Riiser-Larsen shut off the power.
We now had to face the task we had been trying to avoid all
along—that of shovelling off two and a half feet of snow, heavy
from thawing, and then levelling a runway in the blue ice below.
Riiser-Larsen looked the ground over and, instead of taking the
north-south diameter of the ice-cake, chose a slightly quartering
course, which, he estimated, would add a distance of over three
hundred feet to our fairway. Speaking in metric-system terms, we
would have a runway 400 metres long instead of one of 300 metres.
We all knew more or less about flying, and each must have felt
in his heart that 400 metres was none too long a run for a take-off.
On the morning of June 9 we began this work.  Our chopping

